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HE mysteries which my eccen-'

l tric friend, Moris Klaw, was

most sncaessful in handling v

doubtedly were :hosc which had

their origin either in lkwrks of the

buman brain or m the n.ysienons
history of some relics of ancient times.

You who have followed these rec-
ords will have made the acquaintance
of Coram, the curator of the Men-
zics Museum, and it was through

Coram that 1 first came to hear of

Thus the invisible parrot hailed my
entrance. Scufflings and scratchings
sounded continuously about me, punc-
tuated with squeals. Then came the
rumbling voice of Moris Klaw!/

“Ah, Mr, Searfes—good evening,
Mr. Searles! It is the Pettigrew
mummy, is it not?”

He advanced through the shadows,
1is massive figure arrayed for travel-
ing in the caped coat, his toneless
beard untidy as ever, his pince-nez
glittering, his high, bald brow yellow

the inexplicable beheading of mum-|as that of a Chinaman,

mies which, commencing with that

of Mr. Vettigrew's valuable mummy |

“There has been a second outrage,”
1 said—"at Sothebv¥'s. Irspector

oi the pricstess Hor-ankhu, :_lc\.dnp-':.'.,,m.,by has asked us to join hmm
ed o a periect epidemic. No more | shoge.”

useless outrage could well be imag- |

ined than the decapitabon of an an-

cient Lgvptian corpse; and f 1 was
surprised when | heard of the hrst

case, my suarprisc became stark

amazement when vel other mummies
began mysterionsly  to lose their

heads. But | will deal with the t‘:?‘l.‘-lr.urlrs," he rpmbicd, “so retreshing!
instance, now, as it was brought un-|

der my notice by Coram.

He rang mc up carly one morning.
“1 say, Searles,” he said, ".\_ very
odd thing has happened. Youve
- of Pettigrew, the
s out Wandsworth |
. | why not? It is his business; it is
demented burglar broke intol iy pleasure.”
t might, ook n--'.hm!:,!
off the head of a valuable
nmy The police are hopelessiy |
mystificd, and 8s 1 know You ar€ahode ctenped Isis Klaw—looking

heard me

1 .
collector; It

wav; h
sDIne

s house

ass of copy 1 thought
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him you i

“By all
an arran
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forthwi

shrubbe
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an, clean shaven and w
plexion of a dried apric
ctacles scemed 1
n of his

twinkled merniy

fa il
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. Mr

a very hne spec
| was present whe
See—here 15 her head

o1
the Very cleanly a sCIen-
tific | been unwrapped and
e the trunk. It smelled
~trong u the cl-

cd features remir led o
<o much as of Mr. Mark Pettigrew.

‘Did you ever hear of a more sense-
less thing®” he asked. “Come over

.

and look at the window where he got

in "

We crossed the dar

the collector drew my » ;

ind hole which had been drilled in
1

apartment, and
ttention to a

the glass of one ol

dows opening on
atrie which ong

“1 am having

n a lawn
ted.” hr

y cutt a hole

went on. It 15 so cas)
n the glass and open the catch of
these ndows."

casy.,” 1 agreed. “Was any
hed

1 Cases contanmg porl-

ly priceless objects about
himisel decani-
fess What on carth

88 1 head for? \Whatever
Cwhy the devil didn't

another blankly.
that 1 r OCCa-

first of

I was
theory
WS
i
ed

that 1 was
upon  opent
pagne I th
i

| d .
atiction roons .
I mect vou there in an hour,
1 éaid—"and hring Morns Klaw i 1
I L e B
I' .E renlied Gritashy w th much
catisfaction i his voice. “This casd

sht to be right in his line”

rlored a taxi and proceeded
delay to the salubnous neigh-
hood of Wapping Old Stairs At
the head of the blind alley which
harbore the Klaw emporium [ direct-
ed the man to wait. The gloom was
very feebly dispelled by a wavering
light in the shedlike fromt of the shop
A dilapidated person whose nose

U
cha

chronically blushed for the excesses

of its owner hovered about a pros-
seetive purchaser. This was William

whose ecxact position in the Klaw
cstablishment 1 had never learned,

but who apparently acted during s
intervals of sobricty as a salesman.

“Good evening,”
Mons Klaw at home#"

“He is, sir,” husked the derchict,

ane of our trustees,  Well,

wen and have |

Shall T tell

myseli at a gloomy|
se standing well back
screened by

{ing bl
| her wonderful smile.

to sce you, Mr. Searles,” he

conducted me to a large,
room 1n which rches, prine:-
un, were arranged and |
with museum-like preciston.
wooden sarcophagus con-
the swathed figure of a mum-
ped, pointing. He looked
e had come out of a sar-

he said—*a priestess

picked up the head of

oi nothing

he French win-

miniature

he replied  excitedly;
insane rart of the thing.
. with all the night beiore

of cham-

said. “1s Mr.

Moris Klaw stooped, and from be-

swcath the counter took out his flat-|
| topped brown bowler, From its lin-
ling he extracted a cylindrical scert|
spray and mingled with the less|
| pleasing perfumes that of verbena.

A cooling Roman custom, Mr.

when one lives with rats. So it is

}.\!:. Grimsby who is puzzled again.

1t 1s Mr, Grimsby who nceds the poor
oid fool to hold the lantern fo- hum,
<0 lhat he, the clever Grimsby, can
pick up the credit owt of Lae dark-
ness! And why not, Mr. Searles, and

He raised his voice. “Isis! Isis!”
QOut into the light of the futtering
gas lamp, out from that nignutmare

more grotesque than a Paris fashion
plate in an ironmonger's catalogue,

| She wore a costume of lettuce green

absolutely plain and unrchieved

; ad madele }

=aid, and ""“'elf_\ any ornament, which rendered it
1. . _{the more remarkable. It was cut low
about cleven “'l"(“!.tl e neck, and at the point of the

V, suspended upon a thin gold chain,

hung a big cmerald. Her darkly|
beautiful face was one to inspire a

painter secking a model for the Queen

- | of Sheba, but an ultramodern note

vas struck by a huge hat of foam-
k tulle. Shevgreeted me with

“What, then,” [ said—"were you
to go out?”

“When I hear who it is,” rumbled
Moris Klaw, "1 know that we are
about to go out, and behold we are
ready!”

{¢ placed the quaint bowler on his
and passed through to the front
e shop.

“William,” he admonished the ripe-
nosed salesman, “there 15 here a
smell of fourpenny ale. It will be
vour ruy, Willilam You will close
at haif past nine, and be sure you do
not let the cat in the cupboard with
the white mice. See that the goat
daes not get at the Dutch bulbs;
they wiil kill him, that goat—those
bulbs; he has for them a passion.”

¥

sl

The three of us entered the waiting
caly and within hali an hour we ar-
e¢d at the famous auction rooms,
e doors were closed and barred,
but a constable who was on duty
there evidently had orders to admit

us

a living group in a place of long-
dead things And vellow on the
table bencath the white light, with
1 :Jly unwrapped coils of discolor-

Lrts
ed linen hanging gruesomely from it
;

v a headless mummyl

I hieard the spurt of Monis Klaw's
ccent spray behind me and a faint
breath of verbena stole to my nos-

W' came the rumbling voice.
ar is full of deadness!”
“iyood evening, Mr. Klaw,” said
Grimishy, appearing irom somewhere
out of the gloom. “1 am so glad you
have come.” He bowed to Isis. “How
Miss Klaw?”
right green fignre moved for-
ward into the pool of light. 1 think
| had never seen a more singular pic-
ture than that of Isis Klaw bending
over the decapitated mummy. In-
| the whole scene would have de-
Rembrandt,
u pleased to meet you, Mr,
M caid 2 mid@le-aged gentle-
stepping up to the curio dealer,
inspector has been telling me
1 You
Moris Klaw howed and his dangh-
ter turned to him with a little nod

oi the hcad.
“lt 1s the

as M1

ame period,” she said,
ew’s mummy. Possibly
st of the same temple.
are of the same dy-

Grimnsby looked very perplexed.
“There's nothing very mysterious
ut how the thing was done,” he
‘Some madman got in here with
early in the evening. It's al-
ettty dark even during tlge
But the mystery is his

ahject is a mystery, yes,”
wereed Kiaw., "1 would sleep here
in order to procure a mental negative

what he hoped or what he feared,
thix lunatic headsman, only that 1
w he is a man possessed.” .
assessed! 1 cried; and even Isis
looked surprised. .

I said possessed,” continued Klaw,
npressively.  “He is some madman
with a one idea. His mad brain will
have charged the other"—he waved
his long arms right and left—"with
mad joughts, The room of Mr.
Pettigrew  also  wall be filled wygth
these grotesque thought forms. Cer-
tainlv he is insane, this butcher of
mitmmies.  In this case 1 shall rely
not upon the odic photography, not
upon that great science the L"yc'lc ol
Crime, but upon my hbrary.

Then Moris Klaw startled us all
“1 have a thought!" he cried loud-
Iv. “Name of a dog! | have a
thought!"” _
(3rabbing his brown bowler, which
he had lawd -on the table beside the
headless mummy, “Come, Isis!” he
cried, apd grasped the girl by the
arm. "1 have vet another thought,
most disturbing! Mr. Searles, would

“but he's very busy, sir, I believe, sir.” | you be so good as also to come?”

“Tell him Mr. Searles has called.”

Wondering greatly whence we

He retired into the cavernons| were bound and upon what errand,
depths of the shop and-1 followed|] hastened down the room after them,

him as far as the dimly-seen counter.
“Moris Klaw, Mons Kilaw! The

devil's come for you!”

leaving Inspector Grimsby staring
blankly. 1 think he was rather dis-

appointed with the result of Mori<| ¢lectric lamp.

to find the omniscient
law apparently in a similar| held a key to the curator's private

THE HEADLESS MUMMIES

giry—if inquiry this hasty
i ed. He was disap-
pointed, too, at having spent so short
a time in the company of the charm-

“I am not resentful,” continued
Klaw, “and 1 will capture for you

e mummy man.”

“What!” cried Grimsby.
on the track?”

Jay long in Moris Klaw's sanctum,
lined with its hundreds of books, its
obscure sworks of criminology, its
records of strange thin,
ceeded through another
a thickly carpeted stair.

I had never before penetrated thus
into the habitable portion of
establishment.
book-lined office hitherto had marked
the limit of my explorations.
more clectric lights were
switched on,
upon a wide landing, paneled in mas-
Armored figures
stood sentinel-like against the wall-
and several magnificent specimens of
Chinese porcelain met m
might have thought myse
old English baronial hall \
entered a big, rectangular room which
1 wholly despair of describing.
sarently it was used as a study, a
, a laboratory, and a warchouse
sorts of things, from marble
innumerable pairs

ed a silver table lamp wilh a unique
1 uze shade apparently li
with pale rose-colored silk.
ly this apartment belonged to Isis
d was as appropriate
quisite Parisian that she seemed to
be, as the weird barn through which
come was an appropriate
abode for her father. e
When presently Tsis returned 1 saw
her for the first time in her proper
sctting, a dainty green figure in a
white frame. Moris Klaw opened the!
leather-bound '

you something,
_ You will secretly|
watch this Egyptian room like the
cat at the mouschole, and present
ct it will be at night—he will |
ne here, this hunter of mummies!” |
Grimsby stared incredulously.
“l don't doubt

laughing friend.

The middle-aged gentleman came
running to let us out.

“Good night, Inspector Grimsby!"
d Moris Klaw.
G your word, Mr.
Klaw,” he said; “but [ don't see how
you can possibly know that
should he go for the mummiies here
rather than for those
she had handed to him and while I|other museums or in private collec-
sat sipping my wine and watching | tions?"
b turned over the pages
in quest of the reference he sought.
“Ah!" he cried in sudden trium
“vaguely I had it in my memory,
here it is, the clew.
for you, Mr, Searles, what is written |
here: ‘The Book of the Lamps, which
was revealed to the pricst, Pankhaur,
and by him revealed only to the|
queen’ (It was the ancient Egyptian
queen, Hatshepsu, Mr. Searles) ‘was
kept locked in the secret place he-
rneath the altar, and each high priest|
of the temple—all of whom were of
the family of Pankhaur—held the key
and alone might consult the magic
In the fourteenth dynasty
Soteb was high -riest, and was the
last of the family of Pankhaur.
his death the newly-apvointed priest,
receiving the key of the secret place,

“Good night, Mr. Some One who
has not been introduced]” said Klaw.
“My name is Welby," smiled the

“Good _ night,

During the whole of
back to Wap
| galed me wit
{in the Yucatan Peninsula

“In the heart of these forests, Mr.
Searles,” he whispered, “are strang-

than these headless mum-
o you know that the secret
of those great temples buried in the
swamps and the jungles and guarded
only by serpents and slimy crawling
things is a door which science has
What people built |
them, and what god was worshiped |

in one of the

him, he busil

“Why do you order a bottle of ale,”
rasped Klaw, “in a saloon rather than
a bottle of water or a bottle of vine-
It is because what you want
1s in a bottle of ale.

ing Morris Klaw re-
anecdotes of travels
I will translate | Am [ a fool?
I am not alone
in my foolishness!”

The group broke up, Grimsby, very
puzzled, going off to make arrange-
ments to have the Egyptian
watched night and day, and Coram,
Klaw and | walking along in the di-
rection of the Greek room

“I have ho occasion to remind you, |

French stove, and upon a Persian|
coffee table stood a frying pan con-|
taining a cooked sausage sobdified in|
There was clear evi-
in the form of a
that the place

vet to unlock?

Menzies Museum is a hard nut for
any burglar to crack.
night watchman, vou will remember,
who hourly patrols every apartment.|
For any one to break into the Egyp
tian room, force ane of the cases and'
take out a mummy would be a task|
extremely difficult to perform unde-|

rolled-up hammock,
served as a bedroom.

Altoggther there were four mum-
mies in the apartment.

car—"1 hold the key to that riddle;

am [ assured to be immortal? Yes?

As the cab drew up at the head One of these,

of the court, | saw that the shop of
Moris Klaw was in.darkness; but,
again telling the man to wait, we|

partly unwrapped, lay among the lit-
| ter on the floor * * * headless!
Isis, clasping
“It s uncanny, this!”
She was evidently excited, for her
French accent suddenly asserted it-

Book of the Lamps was missing.”
He closed the hook, and placed it

on a little table i
“1sis,” he rumbled, looking across

at his daughter—"does the mysteryibecause we shall all be waiting for

and, my eccentric companion, produc- |
ing a key from one of the bulging
pockets of his caped coat, inserted
it into the lock of a door which look-
cd less like a door than a section of
a dilapidated hoarding.

The door swung open.

law, “can perform it with ease; but

The thing we had come to sce lay
upon the table with an electric lamp
burning directly over it. The cffect
was indescribably weird. We were

“Isis, does the mystery become clear to you!"

become clear to vou® Am I nat angphim he cannon g
. , there is only|
} work™=he | and
upon thg book | in the Mer

1it undetected.” |

s¢lf to a marked degree.
e useuni together|

“Ah!" he hissed. It was not locks
'-

into the adorous darkness mutmmy and stared at it
" he rumbled. “William!”

But there was no reply.
denly laid her 1
and it occurred to me that for once
her wonderful composure was shaken.

the river noises very distinctly,, v 157 Yes? No? | thinking of this!
subterranean lapping !
king which suggested that at

> the cellars of the establish-

{ Book of the Lamps™ |
Moris Klaw, could be?

was qguite un-|

the head from his hands
a dull thud to the foor
the lining of his hat he took

fe

. the scene of the next
claiming fron |
pictures, cages, glass cases, statucttes,
cheap jewelry
teeth, books and a hun

“I need the cool brain, Mr. Searles,”
. “I, the old cunning, the fox,
. am threatened with defeat.

the Bubastite

wity departed in

we found Willilam lying

" I am a stupid old fool. Let
back with his arms spread widely "

“Beer-swilling pig!”

“But the drugging of
dogvnstairs points
Perhaps if we could

the prostrate man, and then to )
surprise dropped upon his knees be-
side him, stooped yet lower and s

I had to deal
I was more stu-

facilitated our plan,
long glass skylight

revive,” interrupted

were opened very wide as she lcaned drawn back we

In his beer was enough opium
unconscious the

| temple

stood up, holding a glass n his hand a higher floor—a portion of the cura- [ not eontain the priceless

Musemn was not yet
) B
when Coram,

what was apparcatly beer.

k fled over, [sis Klaw tifr‘hr!lr’_
too, e sniffcd. . :

He walked over to
aslight and examined the fluid
v, while Isis and I watched him

| moveda the handeufrs A stnaoil

rumbled Klaw.
for the mummy.
for us those cooling drinks,
that help the fevered mind, and from

Isis, will you L gvptian room be-

serted a long white forefinger into ll}r
dirty giass and applied the tip to his|
_| volume of the '‘Books of the Tem-
“Manv drops of | v i

Isis off in a taxt
nk of her returning
water-logged

* sard Grimsby,
“knew the ins and outs of the pluce;
It"s my wdea that
people there.
After having cut off the head of the
mummy he probably walked out open-

last night, M )
. ] . gk
“Opium!” he said. * . marveled to th
pure opium were put in this beer.
He turned to me with a curious ex-
pression upon his parchment-colored

Isis Klaw immediately walked for-| ruin in Wappirg.
ward to the door, v
child,” added her!
father, “remove the tall cage to the
top end of the shop.
William's snores will awake the Bor-
neo squirrc!,"

As the girl departed, Klaw opened
an inner door and vshered mic into a |
danty white room, an amazing apart-
ment imleed, a true Parisian boudoir. '
The air was heavy with the scent of | breaking into Mr
roses and bowls of white and pink
roscs were everywhere,

Klaw, when we four investigators had
“Mr. Scarles,” he said, “my second Bide i the case with the thummies!”
idea was a good idea
surprise you."

He led the way through that ncat
and business like office which opened
out of the unutterably dirty and un-
Although within the shop
and in front of it only gaslight was
used, in the office he switched on an
we did not de-

the habits of |
Mr. Pettigrew’s houschold that got!
Of course”—his eyes
twinkled with a satisfaction which he
conceal—="T"m
to hear that our man has proved too|
clever for vou'! Think of a burglar
Klaw's house!

Grimsby openly winked at me. He|
Klaw light-! was out of his depth himself and was |

o

Presently that !

How do we know that any particular
cise is going to be opened?
I don't know what to expect!”
“Bles<ed is he that expecteth little,
It is quite possible that
no attempt will be made tomight.
that event you will have to be locked | spray and squirted verbena into the fuce
in again tomorrow nigl

at his mummy.

e —

Grimsby accordingly sct omt. Hg

oor, which opened upon th
room, and also the kcyp:! a wcallccl:.:ek
:!ons Klaw had especially warned
M agunst making the slightest
noise. Il} fact, he gnd us all ago
with curiosity and expectation. g*s_g
he and Coram and I, having opm.rd
very carefully the landing window
looked down _through the slr;h’ghi
into the Egyptian room, Grimsby a
peared beneath us. He was carra:
ing an electric pocket torch ”
Opening the wall case nolre:‘t to th
lower end of the room. he glanced u;
rapidly, then stepped within, r&lnstnx
the glass door. Aw Klaw had polnted
out earlier In the evening, an ldeal
h:dln' place existed between the sids
::r t';: Lﬂ:;!.h.lfl‘nphuﬂ!ls and the angile
n"I! :?:I:-n he has refastened the eateh ™
neren *
g munﬂ.o'!r‘c companion, *“but not
“Why do you fea
nutse? asked Coram ;r-uﬂhoI:ul;‘n..h‘ s
“Outsdde, upon the landing.'” replled
Morie Klaw, “is a tall plece of a bas

relief: 1t leans back .
You know ft= against the wall

“Certatnly, ™
“Tonight you 4id not Inok behind i
..;.:' triancular space so formed*

. “re’s no oreasl ol
B e 1ginn A man could

“He could not. vou say? No* That
;-.-L-I?u to me. Mr. Coram, that v¥no

Ve o oye for o iy * 1 8\
are wrong, what th‘-:,""ll But if you

“Any ona hiding thers wor
remaln In hiding untll the mjalrd-nt::-" F::
enuld not galn access e any of thae
I'N-r:!' all ;u‘rr incked, and he cotuld not
ko down statrs, because o
tondant fn the hallway. 0 DIEht at-
L ‘No” Yes” You are twn times wrong!
! :_"-f ROme one s comesalad thers'

.:'\,'- “K!nw"' hegan Coram axcitedlv

‘Ssh!™ Morls Klaw ralsed his hand
“No excitement. It s nolsy and a tax
upnn the nerves'’ HRecond, you ars
wrong. because present'y that hidden
one will come into the Egyptian Room' *

“How? How In heaven's name s he
going ta get {n*™

“We shall see "

Utterly mystified, Coram and T stared
at Meorin Klaw, for we stood one on
oither mide of him: but he mervly wagged
his finger enjoininig us to sflence, and
eilent perforce we became :

The view was & cramped ome, and,
standing therea looking out at the cleas
summer night, T far one grew very
weary of the businesa

Coram began to fidget, and I knew in-
tuitively that he was about to speak

“SEah'" whispered Morls Kiawx

A beam of light shone out beneath us,
across the Egyptian Room!

T coneluded that soemthing had at-
tracted the attention of Grimaby, ¢
'raned forward !n tense expectancy. and
Coram was keenly sxcited,

The beam nof lght moved: It shore
upon the door of the very cass in tha
corner of which Grimsby was hiding. but
upon the nearer end, fully upon the facs
of a mummv.

A small figure was dimly Aiscarnible
now, the fizure of the man who carried

R Cautinusly ha erossed tha
dently ha held the key of ths
for In an fastant he haa

in

t *wuns the door hack and war hauling

the mummy on ta the floor

Then out upon the midnight visitor
leaped Crimsby. The light was extin-
Fuished—and Moris Kiaw, drawing back
from the window, selzed Coram by the
arm. erying: “The key of the door! The
key of the door™

Weo were down and ints the Egyptiss
Room in leas than half a miante. Coram
awitched on all the lights, and thers,
with kEis back to the open door of the
wall ease, handcuffed and wild-evea,
wan Mr, Mark Pattigrew®

Coram’s facs was & study—{for the fa-
motus archasologist whom we now saw
manacled hefore us was & trustes af the
Menzies Mureum!

“Mr, Pettigrew!”" he said hoarsely, “Mr,
Pottigrew!—thera must be pome mise
take."

“There 18 no mistake, my goad «ir*
rumbled Moris Klaw, “T.ook, he haw
with hirn a sharp kalfe to cut off the
head of the priest™

It was troe An open knife Iar upon
the flocor beside the fallenm mummy

Grimsby was breathing ver) heavily

and looking In rather a startled
at his cuptive, who secmed unah!
realize  what had happened.
cleared hils throat nervousls It
anes of the strangest scenes In which 1
had sver participated

“Mr. Pettigrew.” he began, “it I= in-
romprehensibis to me——>-="

“T will make you to somprehend ™ §5-
terrupted Moris Klaw., Y nsk |
raised a long finger—"why shoitld M-

Pettigrew cut off the head of his omn
mummy”® [ answer for the same reami
that he cut off the head the ome 2
Sotheby's. | wnwweor the smims rese

son that he ff the head of !.‘.'“_“

Al my 1 f SEIMe FeRsan
that } me t to w head of thie
one'  What - king for® H» is
Innking for the "Bonk of the I et
He paused nd upon us P-
nt ’ prisoner, 1 alor
MK ke v understood what he
I have Mr. Searies” he
nt 4 the history of that
I o« wined the ritual of the
t Egyptian ceremonlal maeis
foelesa: it pave lts poasessora =
ihiowe the power of kings* Ani
when the line o ankhaer became ex
; 1t vanishe Whers 4id It go” A--
HE 18 A ¥ery rare record—af which
nyre twWo coplea in axlstence .
e In my posssasion and e

rw's—It was hidden In the
awull of the m

nry of A priest or priest-
ess nf the temple

Pettigrew was staring at him like =
mn fascinated,

“Mr. Pettigrew nly Pecentiv ace

iredd that valuab maAnseript wior! ]
whith the fact In recorded. anpd -
i enthusiant, ha set o wor upen
ral avallable mummsy of a

I was his omwn

all these mummies are historic. there
anly five In Europe.
Urimsby, with & rather wry

e proclnimed Itwl! upon Pettigr wa
shriveled conntenance

“The thing I'm most ssrry for.™ he snt.
dryly, bot with the true fervor of
scarch burmning In his eves, “if
excise me saving i1, Comm. lor T'n
deeply Indelded to wou, s thut 1
<ut off the head of this fourth mumn

Mr. Mark Pettigrew was a singularly
purpoaseful and rodely tru-nlint man

“It would be useless,” rumbled Mo:lw
Klaw. “T found the Afth mmamm iy
Egypt twa e ago' amd hehol .
swept his hand picturesguely through the
akr—"1 beheaded him™

“What! reamed Peitigrew, and je -
od upon Kilaw with blazing syea

“Ah.” rumbled Kiaw, maasive and un-
ruffied, “that is the questlon—what? And
I shall pot tell vou'™

From his pocket he took out the scent

of Mr. Pettigrew.




